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Advertiſement. 


THE Reader is requeſted to recollect 

in what Place and in what Circum- 
ances Yorick breaks off the thread of bis 
Story, the following Sheets being @ Conti- 
nuation from that very Moment; ſhould 
| they be found to bave been executed by a 
hand far inferior, the Author is moſt ready 
to acquieſce in the ſentence ; claiming the 
Protection and Indulgence of the Public only 
from the Purity of his Intentions. Ad- 
mirer of the imortal Sterne, he has made 
choice of his manner, (a Stile, perhaps, 
the moſt difficult ) to bring into one point of 
view a few detached thoughts. 


CONTINUATION 


Yorick's Sentimental Journey. 


CHAP. I. 


THE MISTAKE. 


T was a Miſtake, — Mon Dieu !--— 

The very wig, whoſe buckle my Pa- 

riſian barber aſſured me would ſtand, 

tho' immerged in the depths of Ocean, 
A 3 a par- 


63 
a partial ſprinkling of the laſt night's 
ſtorm, had drawn as lank as the locks 
of thoſe aquatic Nymphs, the conſtant 
attendants of his godhead, or, the 
ſymbolical companion of an Engliſh- 


man's liberty.— It lay in the wicker 
chair, by my bed-ſide. It was a 
Miftake, gentle Reader. — It was, 


Allons, for Turin, 


Helas, morning 
Madame. | 


THE APPARITION. 
A FRAGMENT. 
« How ſullen is the man, who re- 


© fuſes the eaſy tribute of thanks 
“ Ingratitude ! 


1 


00 Ingratitude! Thou bane of ſociety ! 
Curſed be thy abode, diſquietude thy 
« couch, and for thy manna, gall !-— 


c 


A 


« But, dear Eugenius, I quitted Paris 
&« fatigued, diſguſted, ſatiated, the na- 
« tural feelings of my ſoul turned from 
ce their courſes;—could thy friend then 
e pay that tribute worthy himſelf; 
ce thee Humanity ?” — As I 
ſpoke, the ſeverity of his countenance 
relaxed, Benignity bloomed gently on 
his cheek, and liſped in ſofteſt accents, 
* Read. -I awoke ;-——o0n my 
pillow lay 


The 
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The ADDRESS. 


Happy, thrice happy nation 
« From the coſtly viands of enthroned 


ce royalty, down to the ſcanty pittance 
ce of hard-earned labour; each welcome 
« gueſt meets courteous civility. — 
c To thee, Goddeſs of ſocial life, let 


« us offer the grateful incenſe! With 
ce thee how ſweet to mingle congenial 


“ ſouls; to paſs in feſtive Joy the 


« jocund hour! Thou knoweſt to un- 
6e knit the ravelled ſlip of Care; 


« Soft as the harmonious muſe of ſym- : 
« pathy, it is thine to meliorate the 
« favage 


1 


* ſavage aſperity of man's rougher ſoul; 
6 and here, moſt Benign, haſt 
© thou copiouſly diſperſed thy love- 
t enticing influence! Here the 
© Noble and the Baſe are equally thy 
« votaries ! Hilarity, with modeſt 
© ſmile, abandoning the Bacchanalian 
&« revel, approaches in thy train to 


te welcome the wearied ſtranger, or 
ce to the reed-thatched cot or ſump- 
te tuous palace !——Gallia, with theſe 
« thy tutelars, what cares can weigh 
te thee down! If, for a moment, thy 
te ſpirits are depreſſed, behold thy at- 
ce tendant guardians are at hand, and 
* through thy vaulted roofs reſound 
& Vive le Roi, L'amour, La Bagatelle. 
Cap. Ii. 


CHAP. II. 


LE FLeuR's DISTRESS. 


S it poſſible Le Fleur? What 
has detained thee ſo long? Folding 


up thy precious relick, Eugenius; not as 
a lawyer would fold up his brief, for, 
truly, Equity, I reverence thee too much 
to imitate, in the moſt trifling circum- 
ſtance, thine adverſary ;—— not as 


waſte-paper ; ---- Art thou curious to 
know - 


Eu 

know how it was folded up? Haſt 
thou never ſeen an author fold up a pa- 
ragraph he exchanges with the printer's 
ambaſſador, for his weekly four-and- 

Pittance too ſmall 
to find his Pegaſus in hay! Thus 
was it folded, But how ?——Are 
you an Author, my dear Sir? Already 
art thou in poſſeſſion of the ſecret. 
Heaven ſend thee better friends than 


twenty pence ? 


the Nymphs of Parnaſſus ! Thy 
peruſal of this page witneſſes thou art 
well out of the ſcrape. — The 


ſecret will be of no uſe to thee, — 


Is it poſſible, Lz Fleur it can be after 
eleven? Eu /erite, Oui, — But 


why 


C 13) 


why art thou attired in thy great coat ? 
The brilliancy of the morning would ſtrip 
thee to thy veſt. The money I had 
given him pour Shabiler, he ſaid, had 
all been expended at Paris, and the day 


before he had rode poſt twenty leagues. 


Reader, if thou haſt had pati- 
ence to accompany me even thus far, 
thou haſt a compaſſionate and ſuſcep- 
tible heart. 


Spare we then poor Le Fleur the 


pain of a bluſh If thou art of my 


profeſſion, it may have happened that 
thy wife has forgotten on a ſaturday 
night, to amend the depredations of 


time and her avenging moth, and thy 
flock 


CC WI 
flock has waited for their Paſtor, - as 
long as I did for Le Fleur. Au mile 
et? 


REFLEXIONS. 


AT BREAKFAST. 


The Coffee was not ſweet enough ; 

— ſo raiſing a morſel of ſugar, between 
my finger and thumb, parallel with the 
eye; (philoſophers and moraliſts may be, 
perhaps, of a different way of thinking, 
—let them attack me if they dare; 
for the eye, my ſriend, is caught by 
reſplendent objects and conveys it's 
B * own 
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own. ſenſations to the ſoul, my 
ideas were gradually transferred from 
Mynheer Vandunder's refinery, to the 
ſultry ſhores of the Weſtern India, 
where they were inſenſibly fixed by the 
miſeries of thoſe thouſands which pro- 
duce this luxury for the unfeeling ſons 
of Europe. 


My mind preſented to me the miſera- 


ble captive, tall, majeſtic, once, per- 


haps, the prince of his people, torn 
from, the very bowels of his country, 
chained, conſined in a. loathſome dun- 


gon till the ſlave- fraught veſſel, regains 


Thy 


C 25-1) 
Thy ways, juſt Heaven, are un- 
ſearchable! He lands. With 
ſullen majeſty I ſaw him expoſed to 


his honeſt pride the 
born 


common ſale, 
ſcoff of each vile purchaſer ; 
to command, yet, and with dignity, 
his big ſoul ſubmits. 
ſtript of his robes, the 
taſk-maſter, horrid executioner, inflicts 
the whip; I beheld his mantle 
ſtriped with purple gore. His qui- 
vering fleſh, weltering in it's guſhifig 
ſtreams, lay ſtretched in the agonies 
of parting life. 


Ignorant, tho' 


willing, 


Where breaths Humanity for Afric's 
hapleſs child Where, Europe, is thy 
juſtice! - B 2 CHAP. III. 


CHAP. III. 


T HE 


RESOLVE. 


LUMP went the ſugar to the 
bottom of my coffee. -True, 

ſaid I——fhe'may ns ſoon be found at 
the bottom of the Atlantic ; like thee 
ſhe melts, and ſweetens all around the 


_ unpalatable cup; but haſte, Le 
Fleur, prepare our Cabriolt, we may 
3 reach 


(2 


reach Rome, by the time my ſoliloquy, 
on humanity, is finiſhed, Why 
not Venice? —— Tis the Carnival; 
Ave ſhall arrive in time. I'll go. 

— © If thou doſt, Yorick,” cries 
Prudence, © thou wilt, unqueſtion- 
« ably, claſs thyſelf, ſpite of thy ſen- 
ce timent, with thine own inquiſitions.“ 
=] care not, I'll go to Venice, if 
but to trace, hapleſs Maria, thy ſolitary 
path acroſs the Apenines, 
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By a thouſand croſs accidents, et tot 
diſtrimina rerum, I arrived at Venice. 
a day after the jubilee. — VMimporto; 


Smelfungus, ſaid I, who that inſtant. 


paſſed my window, will deſcribe it to 


me. - It was like nothing he had 
ever ſeen before; like nothing he 
had read of; the - confuſion - of 


tongues was nothing to it ; —— it was 
a buſineſs compounded of mothingneſs. 
I | admired his remarks ;-——he 

| would 
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would have proceeded. —— Miſtaken 
man, didſt thou ſuppoſe thou waſt de- 
ſcribing the - Fantocini ?——'Twas the 
Gala, the grand feſtival of an Empire ! 


For whom was this book written, and 
for whom not ? 


There are a ſet of minds, Eugrnius, 
whoſe diſcordant principles, are never 
in union with the exhibitions of att or 
nature; in almoſt every one of theſe 
churliſh ſouls, the ſpring of action dif- 
fers; — Criticus attends the play,— 
the Opera, — the Coffee-houfe, — con- 
demas all he hears or fees, and builds 
his reputation on the fabrick bimyelf has 
ruined. Should 


{ © ) 

Should the fpirit of philanthropy, 
by. chance, point out a ſingle beauty in 
this humble attempt of thy friend's,---- 
Take care, Meſſrs. the Reviewers, don't 
meddle with this ſentence, or you'll burn 
your fingers... | 


; 


"2.0 flat, cries Invidius ; 
Low and inanimate, ſays Artogans 3 

Puerile, exelaims Ferox; fit for 
women; —— for them was it written; 
and,, if to their gentle fouls, I convey 
one leſſon of tenderneſs; exdite in 
them one ſoft! emotion of pit or of 
Lode | bliſs 


1 


bliſs much am I overpaid 
As to you, Gentlemen, you, Meſſrs. 


Criticus, 

Invidius, 

Arrogans, 

Ferox, 
with your dependents, runners, and 
all who in any wiſe you claim as ad- 
herents, you may fold up this 1 as. 
you pleaſe, make what uſe of it you 
pleaſe, and all Pack to we e. 
together. 


[i 


— 
— 


— 
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At VENICE. 


The DepjcarTion. 


Pg 


I Gare ſwear I could give as enter- 


* a deſcription of this city 


as Smelfungus did of it's entert ain- 


ments; I don't doubt but I could. 


Pray, Madame, do you recollect the 
number of bridges there are in this | 
city ? 


When 


( 23 ) 


When, my Eliza, when my wearied 
eye, at the full diſtance of the tall-ſet 
avenue caught the laſt farewell;—when | 
thy. flowing handkerchief waved me 
back adieu, and 
ſwore my vow was true; for, by thy 
' ſex's tenderneſs, I vowed, to dedicate 
my journeyings to the heart. 


I vowed 


Gently my friend, and ye whoſe 
tender ſpirits, caſt in the downy mould 
by Nature's ſofter hand, expect not 
pompous- tales of ' ſtate, of royalty, of 
gorgeous palaces; to- your hearts my 
journeyings I' dedicate; to them, dreſſ. 
ed by an artleſs hand, I tell the ſim- 
ple tale. 
a The 


: o 
. 
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HIS point will never be ſettled, fo 

- without further conſideration,----- 
for you muſt know I had been weighing, 
wayering, and determining whether I 
ſhould go to the Opera, had ſtated all the 
arguments 


( 25 ) 
arguments Pro and Con, then weighed 
wavered and determined again: in this 
unſettled ſtate, my cane ſuſpended from 
my button by it's leathern thong, I croſſ- 
ed the Rialto a moſt magnificent 
bridge, Madame, ſupported by a ſingle 
arch ;=Ay, ſaid I, when a man has once 
refolv'd, how. eafy it is to execute: if 1 
am tired with my walk, a Gondola will 
convey me pteſently to the Opera . 
ving ſauntered and reflected, Jeriatin,,” 
till my mental and corporal faculties 
began to lager, 1 bebt into a Gon- 
dofa. 15 bk: avs 4: 


1 


EO 


In the GONDOLA. 


— 


0 And this is the place of St. Mark ?— 
| | : And theſe the inhabitants of Venice ?— 

* *Tis thy court, O Liberty, where in 
q i the motley groupe, we behold, aſſemb- 
141 led in one common crowd, Jews, Car- 
N | 23 dinals, Gondoleurs and Nobles.— 

0 | | By heavens, Venice, tis wiſely done, 
q It | truſting in the ſtrength of the wiſdom 
J {| of thy councils, thou diſdaineſt ſecret--- 
1 | | Fair and ſoftly, Yorick, remember thoſe 


= . 
[i dreadful jaws, wide-yawning to receive 


f 
18 

. | it + ſecret 
in | | | : 
| 


kept time on the ſilver wave. 


( 27 ) 
ſecret informations; 
man free in this curſed city 


Whether my exclamation is true may 
be ſeen ſome time or other. 


there is no 


The Jew Gondoleur continued his 


ſong, whilſt the oar of his companion 


We reached the ſtairs Benet Us 
theatre the ſong was ſtill unfiniſh- 
ed. — Diſcharging my two honeſt 
friends, I ſtrided away to liſten to the 
more melodious ſtrains of poor Sa- 


(#8 ) 


The OPERA. 


| | 7 92 

& Muſic has charms ; Who can 
doubt it, ſaid I, fitting me down in a 
corner of one of the darkeſt boxes in 
the houſe; who can doubt it, and view 
the auditory of a Venetian orcheſtra }— 
The dilitanti certainly think this gloom 
heightens the powers of their favourite 
muſe, and thoſe of Italy are in the 
cloſeſt habits of intimacy with her, or 
pray, Madame, how comes the ear of 
that blind fidler to be ſo exquiſitively 

ſuperior 


(29 ) 
ſuperior to your's and mine? 
They darken the boxes-----here I was 
going to draw my concluſion, when pop 
comes an adage better ſuited to my pur- 
poſe.——Curtail us of one ſenſe, and 
the others reap the benefit. 


CHAP. V. 
The ENQUIRY. 


HESE boxes, after all, are very 
private, and, may be, on occa- 
flo made convenient to the poſſeſſors; 

| C 3 \ — 


2 7 
—— don't miſtake. me, Madame. 
the perſons talking with the box-kgeper, 
are two gentlemen, ſoreigners. 


G 


Jou are certain nobody is in the 
box? The bouſe was full No 
whether the man's anſwer was dictated 
by avarice, —or that he thought thy 
friend Eugenius nobody, —or that he 
really had forgotten, I leave the ca- 
ſuiſts of Venice to determine; however, 
he anſwered, Nobody Why 


then, faid the elder, ſhutting the door, 


tis time, my friend, to explain the 
reaſons of my wee wort Thane coup 
venient are theſe boxes. A vo- 


- 
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avoid myſelf, but to indulge, unſeen, 
the luzury of grief.” —— I loved . 
paſa. Thou ſpirit of pureſt æther, 
for yet I dare addreſs thee, all goodneſs 
as thou art,-hear—hear and forgive 
the author of thy woes If, for a 
moment, he forgets thee, if aught but 
miſery flow from his poiſoned chalice, 
daſh all his hopes of happineſs with thee 
hereafter ?” 


e But what avails ?—Vain man 
paſia breaths no more! Bred up to- 
gether in our eurlieſt youth, virtue's 
beſt principles were taught us by her 
reverend ſire. Ae book was 
mine — It was his only care 0 

1 faſhion 


( 972”) 
faſhion our ideas by honour's chaſte 
rules; - Well did J repay the taſk . 
Oft would his diſcourſe turn on love 
Twas rapture then to liſten, tho' I knew 
not why; perceiving our mutual 
paſſion, he chid, adviſed, and rea- 
ſoned!“ | 


The CONCLUSION. © 


The leſſons of thine eyes, my Eliza, 
ruſhed to my ſoul.— He chid, 
adviſed, and reaſoned! —— — Cold 
prudence, unimpaſſioned age, - preach 

| to 
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to the trees that hear not, or to the 
winds that ſcatter 


ce I leſt her, Climenes; her charms ex- 
panding like the budding roſe,. 
with” equal joy we met - fþe/a, 
conſcious of no change, belicyed my 
vaws were fill ſincere ; when, ſerpent» 
like, I praQtifed thoſe wily arts the 
curſed world had taught me, and, 
of nature, not of virtue ! Her 
ſoul diſdained my proffered hand, and 
with a nobleneſs, ſuperior to man, the 
claimed protection only from oblivion; 
Il ſaw her friendleſs, boldly af- 
cend the veſſel inviting her to ſhores 


unknown. 


- 


\X , ne 
unknown, —My guilty foul ſhrunk 
back. — 
gazed; the gdverſe winds reared the up- 
lifted veſſel to the clouds Down 
from the height“ | 


Horror- ſtruck, awhile I 


Here, my Eliza, his ſobs of heart=- 
felt penitence - filled up the chaſm ;—— - 
then why ſhould: we reſtrain the falling 
tear ? Accept, unhappy ftranger, 
accept that tribute thy feelings juſtly 
claim, | r | 


ee Before her, continued he, were | 
ſtretched a ledge of rocks, diſmaſted and 
ungovernable the furious current daſhed 
the- -and, O, my Climenes, I loſt” ---- 
. JL | The 


<«<&9» 


The RECOGNITION. 


The ſilence which enſued, confirmed 
me in her fate; at this inſtant his ſeem- 
ed to _approach, then wilt thou be 


happy; 

Climenes ſighed. his friend re- 
turned it not.- Again he fighed, 
——ftill all was mute as death. 
Speak, ſpeak Philanthes —— Ha, 
thou art cold |— Clay EE Ge 
e Speak to thy friend, thy love. 
« thy Apaſia ! She, 


(269. 
She, for it was herſelf, advanced to- 
wards the front of the box; by the glim- 
ering of the ſtage- lights I perceived his 
hand lay on her boſom, whilſt Apaſia, 
one knee bending to. the ground, with 


her right arm ſupported his body, and 
"eu her left chafed his temples. 


My affiftance was neceſlary yet 
had I loſt one minute in contemplation; 
————another paſſes ;-—ſtill motionleſs 
I ſat: — Surprize, grief, compaſſion 
had ftupified my ſenſes. Le Fleur 
entered to tell me the opera had been 
over ſome time I pointed to 4/- 
paſia . ſne ſunk down. the 
poor fellow flew to her reief 

ſhock 


(37) 

ſhock of electricity could not have rouſ- 
ed me ſooner; I had procured 
lights, water, et cetera, and in 
two minutes, my Eliza, —all was well. 


* 


CHAP. VI. 


The EXPLANATION. 


_ 


ES, my Klas, in two minutes, all 

was well. and in two more, 

thou mighteſt have beheld us, where, 
ö fair 


— 
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fair ſpirit, hadſt thou joined the circle, | 
all had been happineſs ?: 


Thou wonderful Guide and Ruler of 
events, who turneſt all things to thy 
purpoſe, and makeſt our very miſeries 
our neareſt way to bliſs, teach me to 
accord in all, nor-murmur at thy juſt 
decrees ! | 


The evening was ſultry, Ma- 
dame R. who was both Climenes and 
Apaſia, placed herſelf at the window, 
ce ſhe had,” ſhe ſaid, during her 
Ray at Amiens, with her brother, the 
Count de L. ſeen Philarithes paſs thro', 
in his way to Venice. She aſſumed 

the 


: (39 ) 
the name of Climenes and followed, 
reſolved to know. his real ſentiments, or 
to forgive or yield him up for ever.“ 


__ I promiſed to breakfaſt with, chem 
the next morning, and took my leave... 


I am conſcious my ſoul is ſuperior to 
ry — Happineſs, ſay they, is 
comparative; the thought is baſe; 
tis falſe, Is comfort thine, when 
looking upon miſery : Canſt thou 
compare thyſelf to the woe - worn wretch 
and derive pleaſure to thy mind? c 
When I beheld Climenes and Apaſia, my 
heart was lifted up with joy; my 
thoughts were directed firſt to thee, 
D 2 ſource 


— — —— — 


ciſment with Madame R., I look - 


(4) 
ſource of my bliſs and then——to 
Heaven. I could not but conſider 
Le Fleur as the inſtrument of my eclair« 


ed on him, as he undreſſed me, with 
gratitude, with rapture, 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


How intricate is | the mechaniſm,, 
how numberleſs the ſprings of a well- 
1 | ordered 


(4) 


ordered government |——— Pray, Ma- 
dame, did you never hear of the famous 


gooſe, the preſerver of the Roman 
c capitol ?— You may ſmile Madame, 
but the moſt powerful empires haye 
owed their exiſtence to the minuteſt 
cauſes. -If, ſaid 1,—draying 
on my black ſilk breeches, (for you may 
recolle& I was going to breakfaſt with 
Madame R. and I hold it an invariable 
rule, that neatneſs in dreſs, in the ca- 
lendar of politeneſs, ſtands next to 
elegance of manners;)—lf, ſaid I------ 


This plaguy button has ſo bruiſed my 
thumb ! Rot it !— 
it in, Madame our external and 
| D 3 internal 


I can't get 


S 


an} 

internal affections generally accord; I 
had been ſettling my mind for the laſt 
| half-hour, to leave Venice this very 
| day, and for the laſt thirty minutes, 
i had been. adjuſting my dreſs. In 
| the ſelf-ſame inſtant in it went, Madame, 
i and I made up my. mind 3 on 
ö the latter point, I might have ſpared 
| myſelf an infinite deal. of trouble; for. 
| | would you believe it, the council of. 
| | | fages, in kind compaſſion, no doubt, 
| 


to my mental. infirmities, travelling 
| without a tutor, had made it up for me- 
| ſome hovrs before. 


CHAP. VII. 


— — 
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CHAP. VIII. 


« A ND this is their meſſenger, Ze 

Fleur? —— He was to inform 
me the Council had limited my ſtay in 
Venice to mid-day ;———it was already 
after ten. « Pray, Sir, to what 
cauſe am I to attribute this extraordi- 
_ ary act of condeſcenſion?” (e ſup- 

* poſed 


( 4 ) 


poſed I could not be ignorant,—the 
Gondoleers, who had carried me to the 
Opera the preceding evening, had in- 
formed againſt me. Poor ſim- 


ple exclamation, wert thou the cauſe of 


—— Thou canſt not fail, 
continued I, Spouſe of the Adriatic, to 
meet with hair-breadth ſcapes and 
proſper till, whilſt thy very barge- men 
are ſo intereſted for thy exiſtence, — 
I conceived myſelf, Eugenius, much 
too inſignificant an object to attract 


my diſgrace ? 


the notice of ſtate-inquilitors.—— 


With the utmoſt gravity he aſſured me, 


the /chneumon,. tho'-the vileſt of reptiles, 


was the deſtroyer of the catterpillar.— 


1 
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I neyer was ambitious of, nor ever 
ſighed for, the appendages of royalty; 
here they ſtood——one——two 
three four, cloſe by the ſide of my 
boat ; I ſeated myſelf on the 
prow; Le Fleurs ſeat would have been 
ſofter, but for my double-toed ſhoes ; 

and thus, in two hours ſail, we landed 
on the banks of the Lag. ? 
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REFLEFXIONS. 


By the tomb of St. Anthony of Padua, 
whither I was poſting to pay my reſpeCts; 
for tho, Madame, I am no Papift, why 
ſhould we kick againſt the pricks ? — 
T'll not be ill-natured,——-I'll not write 
a ſyllable, let them enjoy their gal- 


lanties, their caſſinos in peace, ——and 
Thump went 


peace be with them! 
it was a cordial Amen, 


my heart: 


The 
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The REVERIE. 


The Duenna opened the door of a 
ſmall cloſet, and took out a pair of ſlip- 
pers ſhe had purloined from Father 
Paul, ſhe placed them on the threſhold 
of the door of the antichamber; twas a 
ceremony I could not comprehend, 
1 followed my conductreſs in ſilent aſto- 
niſhment, through the ſalloon, to Ade- 
laid's apartment, ——It's whole ceiling 

| was 
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was one continued mirror, in each cor- 


ner of the room were painted the loves 
of Cupid and Pſyche; the ſleeping 
Venus of the glowing walls ſeemed to 
invite the trembling hand, till Adelaid 
herſelf, ſeated in the centre on a ſopha 
of the blackeſt ſattin, whoſe flowing 
robe of crape, embroidered in crouded 
folds, ſtrove vainly to hide the ſymetry 
and poliſh of her ivory limbs, ſeized 
captive ſenſe and motion. 


« Madame,” ſaid Margaretta, teyour huſ- 
band” for the charming Adelaid 
had been two months married. 

« your huſband | is ſafe, your father only 


is at 2 and the holy flippers will 
prevent 
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prevent the ſuperſtitious dotard's diſ- 
turbing you. -Tis well: 
the Duenna withdrew. — Now 
then, deareſt Zorenzo, Adelaid is thine. 
I ſeated myſelf by her fide; 
enchantment could not figure a ſituation 
more heavenly, my throbbing heart 


beat extacy through every pulſe, 
the panting Adelaid in ſofteſt blandiſh- 
ments -- Rouſed from the de- 
lightful lethargy by the ſcreams of the 
Duenna, I ſprung to the door; Diego, 
furious. 
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Sir, cries Le Fleur, will you leave 
Loretto without ſeeing the Ca/a ſaniia ?— 
Le Fleur, I thank thee, thou haſt ſaved 
me from a bloody rencountre. = 


CHAP. VIII. 


The PILGRIM. 


NO 1 turned into the firſt ſhop where I 


ſaw a countenance that pleaſed me; 


cc 


and the next turning to the right 
will lead you to the Cæſa /ana. It 


was 
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was as I deſcribed.” = She would 
have added more, but a cuſtomer came 
in to purchaſe a madona and beads ; 


not to aſſiſt thy devotion, I am 
fure, fair ſaint, for never was goodneſs 
more ſtrongly poutrayed in any counte- 
nance, but thine, my Eliza; —— affabi- 
lity had tempered in it the too- ſprightly 


ſhe was a french 


traits of nineteen, 
pilgrim. ——Badly underſtanding the 
Italian, and ſpeaking it worſe, I was 
ſtill diſtreſſed to make out my direction. 
hen, ſaid the fair pilgrim, “1 
willbe his conductreſs; and he ſhall 
follow thee wherever thou wilt lead, 
even to the gates of the valley of death. 
— A very Turk could not do 

E 2 leſs. 
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leſs. This was the tranſlation of 
my looks.— I did not utter a 
ſyllable, but I found means to carry 
on the converſation. « I will lead 
thee,” anſwered ſhe, © through vallies 
flowing with milk and honey, and 
virtue ſhall ſtrew the flowers of peace 
in the paths that conduct thee to -----" 


te Heaven was in her eye.“ 


TRI 


£233”) 


Tak ACT or DEVOTION. 


— She turned it to the beads and ma- 
mine glanced | 


dona on the counter, 
in the ſame direction. a quilted 
purſe of white ſattin was in her hand, 
cc re- 


with ſtrings of ſilver twiſt; 
place it in thy boſom, gentle pilgrim,” 
ſhe tranſlated my look, whilſt 
my involuntary hand dropped a louis on 
the table. Laying her left hand 
on mine and taking the madona in her 

E4 right 
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( 54 ) 


right, ſhe looked at it a few ſeconds, 
then raiſing her eyes to Heaven, ſhe 
dropped them with a ſmile of modeſt 
gratitude on the hand ſhe held. 
Ave Maria | It was enough. 
the look was ſufficient to intereſt every 


ſaint in heaven in my favour. 


At the CASA SAN CTA. 


We were both on our knees before 
I perceived my hand was ſtill locked in 


tha: of the fair pilgrim, What 
wouldeſt 
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wouldeſt thou have ſaid, Eugenius, to 
have ſeen me proſtrate with her? 


— But what care I who ſees me? 
Thou haſt filled my ſoul, chaſte ſaint, 
brim-full of meekneſs and devotion !— 


Dreſſed in a robe of pureſt white, the 
ſky-blue ſaſh depending from her waiſt, 
ſhe knelt; had I poſſeſſed 
Guide's pencil, I would have drawn thee 


as thou wert, and Innocence ſhould 


have owned the portrait to be her's ! 


She had counted her beads, over and 
over tis no matter, ſaid I 


There 


ö 
1 
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There is a certain combination of 
ideas, which break, ſlap-daſh, into a 
man's mind, when it is evacuated even 
but for 4 moment, and it is next to 


impoſſible to recover the loſt ground.-— 
I ſhould not have room ſufficient in a a 


whole octavo to explain this galloping 


the cauſe may be 


concatenation : 


found from the effect. 


The fair pilgrim twined her dazling 
blue eyes, fraught with a look of meek, 


familiar ſoftneſs, full upon mine. 


The attack was ſudden. ſhe 
had invoked Heaven to her aſſiſtance; 
who could reſiſt ? I 


offered 
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offered my arm and thus, with my 
brains turned topſy-turvy, we entered 
my apartment, 


CHAP, IX, 


The TEMPTATION, 


D Fleur had ſet out for me the beſt 
collation Loretto produced 
it was a pilgrim's autumnal ſupper, a 


few bunches of grapes, figs and bread. 
The 


18 


The /ettilette he had placed for me 
there was no 


would juſt hold two, 
other chair in the room, ſo, 


down we ſat together. | 


Inſtead of compoſing, the walk from 


the chapel had increaſed my agitation. 


The enemy had gained ground 
rapidly, from the thouſand little at- 
tentions ſhe paid me on the way, — 


©. — — 2 — s > 2 - 
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attentions which are ſtronger advocates 
for love than the moſt laboured diſſer- 


=— 
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tations ;——every nerve in my com- 
poſition trembled; the ſettilette 
had no back, ——reclining to take 
the beads from her boſom, —the fair 
pilgrim loſt her poiſe, — 


_ — 4 
> =” 7 
— 
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— 


Who 
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Who could reſiſt, | 
more than man 


or he that's 


or leſs ? 


So 
re- 
I called to Le Fleur 
for a glaſs of water . the fright 
of falling had chaſed the colour from 
her cheek ; at the name of Le 
Fleur, it was ſuffuſed with crimſon, 
*twas not the bluſh of innocence or 


Thy friend, Eugenius, is neither. 


I caught her in my arms and 


ſeating her 


guilt, ——'twas the effect of pleaſure and 


ſurpriſe. 


The ſun was ſet, the knell of day was 
knowled, the prowling wolf howled 
round the well-watched fold; at the 
firſt mattin of the early lark, with pal- 

pitating 


C4 
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voice, 
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pitating heart the ſhepherd, reckoning 
over his fleecy care, and miſſing his favou- 
rite ewe, o'er hill and woodland trudges 
anxious, expecting every moment to be- 
hold her torn and lacerated carcaſe, —at 
the laſt gaſp of expectation, bleating, ſhe 
nimbly bounds to meet the well-known 
Figure to thyſelf the pea- 


fant's look. 


Haſt thou, fair damſel, when the 
hoarſe trumpet or ſhrill fife has torn a 


brother from thine helpleſs arms,—haſt 


thou, I ſay, e'er known the heart-throb- 


bing minute that reſtores him ? 


S0 beta Le Flur So throbbed 
Annetta's heart! STORY 
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STORY of ANNETTA. 


If ever I ſaw domeſtic happineſs, 
feelings unfeigned, it was at this inſtant, 
= ——o-fmetta flew to meet her brother; 
Le Fleur received her, bowing 
his head to heaven for the bleſſing. 


« Come, ye of little faith,” Stoics, 
wiſe in your own eyes; and ſay, if this 
F is 
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is not happineſs, in what does it conſiſt ? 
If the cold goddeſs of your worſhip 
forbids enjoyment ſuch as this, leaſt, by 
indulging, ſubſequent evils may fall 
heavier, let her heralds cry; Procul, O, 
procul efte profant, 
with the number ! 


and claſs me 


Le Fleur's tears had melted away his 
firſt emotions; and, like a true French- 
raan, his lively genius had danced him 
into every corner of the room; and 
each corner had produced a queſtion. 


I was now in a capacity to act 
as moderator; for, upon my ſoul, at 
firſt I felt the tears trickle a-pace, 


e and by what hazard, my dear Annetta, 
e cameſt 
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« cameſt thou to Loretto ?” — 
Of all poſſible queſtions J found this 
the moſt natural, as well as moſt to my 
goũt. « Pardon, Monſieur,” 
we will retire by your 
leave, good Monfieur Le Fleur, I will 
neither loſe my Pilgrim nor my ſupper ; 


ſo as ſoon as that is over, thou 
ſhalt tell us, gentle Annetta, what 
hazard brought thee to Loretto. 
Le Fleur bowed, 
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CHAP. X. 


BEING THAT OF 


RECOMMENDATION. 


E Fleur bowed ſuch a bow, 


my Lord, have I many times 
humbly bent, when your Lordſhip con- 


deſcendingly invited me to ſay grace 
at 


C8 I 


at your table, an honour, my 
Lord, which muſt ſtrike deep into the 
mind of a man attached to virtues, 


even when they appear amongſt the 
vulgar; conceive then, my Lord, how 
qualifications, like your's, derived as 
well from a long and illuftrious line of 
anceſtors, as alſo from your Lordſhip's 
well-known proweſs in feats of arms; 


in your thorough knowledge of 
the great political world, to common 


eyes a Chaos, but above all 
your humanity; your love of letters; 
and the encouragement you give to men 
of ſcience, And here, my Lord, 
I take the liberty to recommend this 
little work to your auguſt protection, 

3 being 


6 
being aſſured, that ſpringing up under 
your patronage, it cannot fail to ſtrike 
the eye of the multitude with the beauty 


of it's colouring. Now, my 
Lord, permit me to caution you againſt 
that falſe modeſty which has ſo lately 
and in ſuch loads made it's appearance 
in St. Stephen's chapel, —. —x— You 
e have no doubt, Madame, aſſiſted at 


”> 


te the introduction of a member 
to the great detriment of literature in 
general and the oratorical part of it in 
particular for praiſe, my Lord, and 
the deſire of applauſe, being the moſt 
natural incentives to ſtudy, when theſe 
ſtimulatives are overcame by that mock 
modeſty of difregarding letters, in dread 
of 
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of applauſe, there is an end — 
affirm and will maintain, my Lord, 
in the face of the whole world, that 
whoever adviſes you to ſhun praiſe is 


your enemy, fear not to take 
the ſum total of this chapter to 
yourſelf ; your merits deſerve 


tt; lay it to your heart and defy the 
malevolence of an ill-judging world; 
for, if I live, my Lord, when it was 
written, I had no other perſon in 


my thoughts ; If then it con- 
tains one atom of praiſe, it belongs 
ſolely to your Lordſhip, and to you 
deſervedly, for you muſt be con- 
vinced, I am neither allied, nor a 
hireling, to your Lordſhip; ſo, my 

Lord, 
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Lord, in full aſſurance and firm per- 
ſwaſion, that this chapter will be 
placed to the account of the right 
owner, I moſt humbly take my 


leave. 


YORICK. 


« Oh, Virtue; how beautiful art 
« thou! In our hearts will we im- 
plant thee; mayeſt thou flouriſh 
© there in the beauty of holineſs! 
«© When I behold thee, thou borrow- 
« eft the traits of my friend, my 

« ſpouſe, 
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te ſpouſe, my protecting angel; let, 
te oh, ſoul of my exiſtence, let my re- 
te pards meet thine in ſoftneſs; let me 
« fly thee an inſtant to return .anew, 
te triumphant to thy arms!“ 


STORY 
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STORY of the PILGRIM. 


Le Fleur laid his hand on his breaſt, 
inclining his body eaſily to the right 
where I ſtood, and, raiſing his ſhoulders 
at leaſt three inches, ejaculated Quel 
bonneur ! Quel bonneur, repeated Annet! 
Ihe beautiful Annet felt it. 


Yorick, cries Conſcience, thy vanity 
is intolerable !——_ Twas but a ſmall 
ce prick, Madame, and not worth our 
regard « 50 


4167 0 
« So now, Annet, tell us, what 
© hazard, brought thee to Loretto? — 
ce In conſequence,” ſhe ſaid, © of a 
« yow made, during the time of her 
« ſlavery.” Le Fleur's eyes 


a 


were ſtarting, ce a diſtant relation 


« had left her brother an inheritance, 


« ſuch a one as it was, and hearing he 
« ſerved in the lines at St. Roch, her 
« father, old Jerome, accompanied by 
cc herſelf, embarked at Marſeilles wfth 
* an intention of communicating the 
« good news to his ſon, and to 
ce prevail on him to return home; 
te they had the. misfortune to be ta- 
« ken by a corſair off the coaſts of 
« Spain, and carried priſoners to Al- 


« piers.” 
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© giers. For the ſake of her 
father, the gentle Annetta found the 
yoke heavy indeed. her con- 
ſtant vows and prayers were for his 
releaſe. — This pilgrimage, as 
the only vow ſhe had not already 
performed, was the laſt and greateſt, 
in gratitude to Heaven, which had 
liſtened all-gracious to her prayers, 
and reſtored old Jerome to his family 
and his vineyard, — 


CHAP. XI. 


Le FLzux's INHERITANCE, 


N -the Campania, at the foot of 
the Alps, on the fide of France, 
is ſeen a ſmall mountain, ſituated 

G at 
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at two leagues diſtance from the route, 
whoſe ſummit is crowned with wood; 
an eaſy aſcent of fifty ſteps from the 
rivulet brings thee ſo near the ſtraw- 
clad cot, that thou mayeſt pluck the 
jeſſamine and roſe, mantling to veil it's 
window from the mid-day ſun. 


*« But thou, fair roſe, ſaid I, whilſt 
Annetta poured out my morning's coffee, 
* but thou, mild as fair, and good 
« as both, far be the cankering blaſt 
« of envy from thy bud, —and foul befal 
« the hand that plucks thee, unleſs to 


plant thee in a richer ſoil where love 


© may cheriſh . Thou art not rich. 
cc May Heaven preſerve thy Pu- 


« rity 
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* rity of foul, leave thee thy health, 
e thy ſenſes unimpaired, tear not from 
te thy tender boſom the man of thine 
ce adoration, give thee friends worthy 
te thy love,—and, what want haſt thou 


© of fortune?“ 


All that I or his ſiſter could urge 
had no weight with Le Fleur, he 
was reſolved not to return. The 
preliminary departure, (paying an ex- 
orbitant bill) was ſettled, —— not 
after the manner of Smelfungus, not- 
ing it on my tablets, for publication, 
with a ſtring of queries, compariſons, 
and reflexions tacked to it's tail; not 
like A5—Lord kicking the waiter down 
G 2 LOR- 


ſtairs, — 
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LOoRETTO. 
The DEPARTURE. 


« Tell him,” faid he. is tell my 
te father, I reſign all right to my legacy, 
tis his whilſt he can enjoy it. 
ee J have ſerved my King and country; 


cc at the expiration of one twelve 


e months more, I will return and ſerve 
e him and never till the ſolitary 
* cc yew 
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« yew o' er-hangs his grave, ſhall the 
« vine he prunes be mine. 
Annetta ſighed. —] could have 
kiſſed Le Fleur for his filial affection. 
I kiſſed Aunet, and, invoking 
once again the gods of my fathers to | 
protect her, ſtepped into my chaiſe de 
Paſte. 


G 3 FILIAL | 
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FILIAL AFFECTION. 


THOUGHTS. 


Daughter of pure nature, thou alone 
art ſufficient to ward off the evils of 
threat'ning age,— 


Thou oppoſeſt thy buckler to the 
inſulting darts of the enemy. 


* 


Thou 
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Thou art vicłorious, or thou receĩveſt 
in thy breaſt the dee aimed at the 
father of * youth. 


Light of his declining age, thou 
gvideſt his embarraſſed march; 
thou removeſt from before him the flint 
that might pierce his foot. On 


thy neck he ſlumbereth in tranquility.— 


Hl e repoſeth in the ſtrength of thine 
arm. Thou repayeſt him the tender 
cares of thine helpleſs infancy.—— 


Thou extendeſt thy ſway over the 
whole creation, from man to the vileſt 
Teptile, m— 0 


6 


The 


1 


The ſword of the hero, the paw of the 
tiger, the talon of the eagle, alike are 
obedient thy law. 


In thy preſence fierceneſs and ſavage 
barbarity yield to the ſofteſt emotions ; 

| miſery ſmiles at thy approach; 
horror ſhrinks from before thee, 


It was already evening, as we began 


to aſcend the mountain; — in leaving 
Loretto, 
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Loretio, 1 had not conſidered how ina- 
dequate the heels of an Italian poſt-horſe 
were, to keep pace with my eye over a 

MAP, cmm—— | | 


Plague take theſe hills and hollows, 
faid I! They put one too much in mind 
of the ups and downs of life, eſpecially 
to a man out of favour at court, where 
thou knoweſt, Eugenius, thy friend is an 
outcaſt.- In troth, my back was 
too ſtiff; ſtrange as it may ſeem, Ma. 
dame, that was literally the caſe 
'tis a complaint I fhall never get rid of. 
My phyficians preſcribed ex- 
erciſe, fo, to remove all obſtructions, 
I have been jumbled from London to 

1 Calais, 
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Calais, to Paris, acroſs the rockey val- 
lies of Savoy, and ſo on to this very 
moment; and this very moment I am 
reſolved, more than ever, Madame, to 
keep it as ſtiff as I can, to the laſt day 
of my life; for had there been one 
ſingle particle of . in it, that 
jolt muſt have broken it. A4 
pauvre chaiſe de poſte! The monſtrous 
ſtone ! —Down we Came——— 
What's to be done t- Le Fleur 
ſhrugged Le Diable. Santa Maria, 
re- echoed the poſtillion ——— I took 
a pinch of ſnuff from my horn box, 
and ſtanding with my hands croſſed be- 
hind me, looked wiſtfully at my broken 
wheel! 


CHAP. XII. 
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CHAP. XII. 


The BROKEN WHEEL. 


EADER, I'll tell thee a fable. 
« Once upon a time, a peaſant, 
ce no matter of what country, human 


« nature 
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ce nature is every where the ſame, hav- 
« ing bemired his cart, fell on his 
© knees, beſeeching Hercules, whom 
« the prieſt had informed him was the 
« ſtrongeſt amongſt the celeſtials”, ---- 


But, I beg your pardon, #/op has 
told it much better, and as you 
know the fable, you are likewiſe ac- 
quainted with the moral, and are thus, 
if you chuſe, at liberty to make the ap- 


plication. 


Thou haſt carried me,” ſaid T, 
picking up the bruiſed ſpoke, © thou 
«« haſt carried me but a few miles; I 
thought thou wouldeſt have rolled to 

Rome 
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& Rome — but, alas, thy race is 
ce run thy revolutions are per- 


cc formed to- morrow thy place 
ce will be ſupplied, all traces of thy 
ce former exiſtence will be done away, 
« as the noon-tide ſhadow, and thou 
« wilt be ſeen no more; —the 
& very worm, that, but a moment ſince, 
ce trembled at thy rolling, may now 
ce inſult thee with impunity ; nay more, 


© prey on thee. Thy fair 


ge appearance promiſed a longer courſe. 
«© DD ——'/\h, no! When I regard 
cc "PR nearer, the chiſel that formed 
cc and poliſhed thee, gave thee too an 
cc invidious ſtab, — 


* 0 


H « But, 
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«© But, my good Sir, nothing is ſo 
« abſurd in nature as ill-timed reflexi- 
tt ons, you ſhould uſe means to extri- 
« cate yourſelf from this difficulty.” 
— Pet right, Md. 
*© But, ſuppoſing 1 had not faid a ſingle 
« ſyllable about my poor wheel, ——— 
cc how ſhould we have. filled up the 
« hiatus ? 


« The poſtthon was gone to get af- 

« fiſtance from a neighbouring highlan- 
« der, and we muſt allow him time to 
te return. © A — in 
« the interior parts of ay“ — “ Yes, 
o Madame, and a ſcotckman too. 
A likely tale!” Have but 
« a little 
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« alittle patience and you ſhall hear, 
« Saunders is going to relate his ſtory,” 


« I was forty,” reſumed he, edging 
in his chair, “I was forty years, and 
e one, two, three, counting on his 
* fingers to nineteen days old, at the 
*« commencement of the late rebellion, 
ce in Scotland. — Prefled into the 
« ſervice of the unſucceſsful, my life 
«<< and a few valuables were all I could 
« {ave from the wreck which followed. 


cc 


Remonſtrance was in vain, — 
te for who ſhall oppoſe the ſword of 
« vengeance” wreſted by the ſoldiery 
« from the hand of juſtice: 
« Mercy is commanded to over-red 
H 2 ce her 


* 


( 88 ) 
ec her face, for veil her ſtreaming eyes. 
b Every unfortunate ſou}, 
« alike or innocent or guilty, (for guilt 
« was then to differ but in thought) 


ce bleeds indiſcriminately, ſealing with 
their death their forfeited demeſnes.” 


c 


Lin) 


« No, my ſon”, cried the wiſdom of 
the King, Tho thou haſt rebelled againſt 
« me, I will not ſpoil thy people, nor 
c ſhall thine attendants be diſhonoured ; 
* all that have loved thee 7 will 


c love.“ 


« Excuſe,” ſays the venerable pea- 
ſant, „ an old man's comments and 


ce theſe honeſt drops,” which had plen- 
tifully 


689 
tifully bedewed his hoary cheeks.— 
6 loved my country, and I loved my 


but I muſt condemn 


« King, 
« the cruel policy that reft me, amongſt 
El. thouſands, of my patrimony.” 


© Cruel, indeed,” replied I 
© and were I''------ my want of intereſt, 


(you know where) fluſhed in my face 
— © were I a Fox, my voice 
e ſhould not be wanting to reſtore thee 
ce to thy birth- right. If I could, 
ce honeſt Saunders, I would put a ſpoke 
ce in thy wheel, as thou haſt done in 
cc Mine, 


H 3 CHAP. XIII, 
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CHAP. XIII. 


Which you may read or let alone. 


WAY we poſted, Now, 


vou are to be informed, Madame, 
I have nothing on earth to fill up this 


chapter 


60 
chapter Ex nihilo nibil fit; that 
you know, at leaſt, if you underſtand 
Latin; tis Saturday night and it 
muſt be finiſhed, that I know; the 
whole matter of the chapter is ſpun out, 
and I have a ſheet and a half more to 
fill up; 
theſe three ſpecific words contain all 1 


Away we poſted ; 


can or will ſay to the purpoſe, from the 
Alas, 


beginning to the ending. 


that every author cannot be as honeſt ! 


What an infinite deal of trouble we 
might ſave ourſelves! What an infinite 


number of books might be read! In 


an hour one might be acquainted with 
every volume in Bells Library, with 
the exception of Shakſpere, Addiſon, 

Pope, 
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Pope, and a few more ſuch queer old- 
faſhioned fellows, who are eternally 
teazing you with new matter and new 
beauties in every line 


Proteus, thou god of transforma- 
tion, I thank thee; — thou 
haſt carried me one-third thro), and 
in the ſpace of twenty lines thou 
haſt exhibited me as, Traveller, Au- 
| thor, Wit; ———— if ever I reach 
the end of jt, this chapter ſhall 
ſmoke upon thine altar; and, when * 
I get to Rome, I will make a liba- 
tion at the foot of thy ſtatue. 
I ſhall know thee, tho thou haft 
borrowed a wig of $7. Thomas, or a 

cloak 


1 


cloak of St. Paul; tho' the modern 
Romans have transformed thee into a 


modern Saint 


I remember to have read ſome of 
Ciceros Orations, where the exordium 
has been one half of the ſpeech 
| now, that this chapter 
ſhould have it's concluſion in the 
ſame proportion - — where's the 
wonder? Marcus, T. Cicero was avow- 
edly a great man — and, ſo 
was Yorick ; — . both acquired 
fame by their genius —— both 
but, if I carry on the pa- 
rallel, I may be ſuſpected of parti- 


ality for my names-ſake ; 1 
wont 


. 


wont balk my humour I'm a 
dab at compariſons, I mean in the 
great and ſmall way, — « Parvis 
componere, you underſtand me, 
tis an example from the Latin ſyn- 
tax — ſor inſtance now, Alex- 
ander to Robin- Hood Julius 


Cæſqar to the D—ke of R—— mond 
— William P — tt to Punch 
— Gr Jentinſon to his 
conftant companion the D—v—7 
— in the literary way, why 
I'd couple you up half a dozen in 
as many feconds Marbeth 
with the Carmelite the con- 


cluſion of the Sentimental Journey with 
the 


1 


the commencement - and a 
multiplicity of others. So, 


Madame, with a freſh ſpoke in my 
wheel, away we poſted. —— 


CHAP, XIV. 


CHAP. XIV. 


The HERMIT. 


T ſeem'd an even conteſt, whether 
we or the ſun, whoſe faint beams 
were juſt peeping over a neighb'ring 
foreſt, 


( 7 ) 


foreſt, ſhould firſt reach the ſummit 
of the mountain ; Le Fleur 
ſpurred his bidet into a trot, and, 
riding up cloſe to the chaiſe, whiſ- 
pered, *Monfeur” — 


& Why then, quoth I, ride back 
te and fetch them” — The poſ- 
tillion opened the door I 
turned round to look for Le Fleur; 
he was out of ſight. 


How rapidly we deſcend !——— 


« Surely the plaintive air of that 
ee pipe is familiar to my ear ;j— 
« the ſolemn melancholy matins of 
© poor Maria !'' —————— © *Tis her 
cc father,” 


4990 


tt father, ſays he, * expiring at my 
tc fide” 


On a ſeat, excavated in the rock 
with his own hands, ſat the venera- 
ble ſage; death in his countenance 
was diveſted of it's terrors 


the grim tyrant ſmiled in his ap- 
proach and ſmote him in the happy 
inſtant his ſoul was raiſed to Hea- 
ven 


REFLEx- 
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REFLEXIONS. 


« Terror of men, who alone, 
« amongſt the numberleſs individuals 
« that people the maſs we inhabit, 
tc dread thee lomm—_—_—_—_—_— 


« And yet it is not zhee, but the 
© abyſs of Eternity we fear — 


A cc Thou 
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cc 


cc 
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© Thou art but the inſtrument in 


the hands of the executioner ! 


c Terror of men, ceaſe to aſſume an 


uſurped empire over our ſouls 


«© Thou art but as the veſſel which 
conveys us to diſtant and unexplored 


ſhores ! 


« Who would ſhun thee aſſured of a 
better eternity — 


« The heart waxes pale, the teeth 
chatter, the voice falters at thy ap- 
proach ; 


c Educa- 


E10 


« Education's prejudice ä 


- « For not at thine, Terror of men, 
ce but at the approach of time immeaſur- 
te able, without a change------ - 


re *Tis the hermit,” exclaimed a 
peaſant, ſtriking her breaſt as ſhe ſet 


down a ſmall baſket woven of vine ten- 


drils, © 'tis the good father Lorenzo, 
ce who taught Maria her devotions ; 
Ah woe is me! This 
te baſket contained an offering for thee 
c of dried figs; thy prayers, reverend 
de father,” ſaid ſhe, bathing his hand 
with tears, © thy prayers would have 


« rendered the vileſt of wretches ſpotleſs! 
13 « Come 


cc 
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cc Come,” cried ſhe, © come and 


ce weep with me, ye inhabitants of the 
ce mountain, who have ſought and ex- 


tc perienced his interceſſion.” 


Grief will make the ſimpleſt eloquent, 
and thou, ſoul-moving immortality, 
when unadorned, art then adorned the 


moſt ! 


« Why, father,” continued the pea- 
ſant, each word interrupted by her 
ſobs, *© why wouldeſt thou leave us? 
© Thou madeſt our barren wilder- 
ce neſs to ſmile ! How, rather, 


« couldeſt thou all-gracious Heaven 
cc permit 


1 
te permit the angel of darkneſs to rob us 
« of our guide! 


« *Twas grief then,” faid I, putting 
it carefully into my note caſe. 


The diſconſolate mountaineer threw 


herſelf on the rock; the hand her tears 
had beſprinkled ſhe dried with her 
hair. 


« Behold, Roſetta,” ſaid the firſt 
« Alas, alas!” cried the ſecond, “ the 
« ſight diſtracts her, 
© from the body; 
eſſayed, her arms cloſely embraced his 
neck, « Speak then, ſpeak to 


cc us 


ſeparate her 
in vain they 
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a look of vacancy 


ce us, Roſetta ;” 
anſwered that ſhe heard them not. 
Not a ſoul obſerved or thought of me. 
| « Ah, Roſetta, tell us how hap- 


ce pened it, —this ſight of woe?“ 


Twas grief, cried I, ruſhing to my 


chaiſe, - 


In 


(1056) 


CHAISE de POSTE. 


Should any one be hardy enough to 


deny that the animal functions are affect- 
ed in their natural duties, by the paſſi- 
ons or feelings, there are others in this 


— 
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1 


world would go nigh to prove him a 
fool. I am no phyſician 


I am a man. 


The ſpaniel thou haſt fed, the linnet 
whoſe daily breakfaſt was the bounty of 
thine hand; would it not rend 
thy tender heart to ſee them breathleſs ? 
-And couldeſt thou turn away 
thine eye with indifference from the 
bleeding ſojourner? 


Haſt thou received an orphan in 
thine arms? Faſt thou cheriſhed 
her as a dove in thy boſom: 
Has the darkſome night of death hid 


her 


1 
her for ever from thee, and haſt thou 


not grieved ?- There is no ſuch 
man 


Twas grief, then ſaid I, putting my 
note - caſe into my pocket. 


cHAP. xv. 


| 
| 
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CHAP, XV. 


HOU art dead with grief. 

the letter came from the mother 

of Maria. It lay at Lorenzo's 
feet; incloſed were three ringlets of her 


hair: I'll read it once more 


6 1 


( w9 % 

« 1 murmur not, but am wretched! 
a Maria breaths no more. 
* the encloſed tokens of her holy affec- 
cc tion, ſhe would have thee wear, (com- 
e mending herſelf to thy bleſſing) af- 


cc fixed to the badge of thine order: 


« The diſconſolate E.“ 


It ſhall be affixed to the badge of mine, 
ſaid I, kiſſing thy picture, my Eliza; 
to thee am I devoted, thou 
art the ſaint I ſerve. 


K „ 1 


SHILLING. 


Short accounts make long friends, ſo, 
Madame, before we proceed any further, 
pleaſe to look back into the thirteenth 
chapter ; either you did not read it, a 
matter at that time Jeft to your own 

choice, 


* 
-- 
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choice, or you muſt conclude me a 


f 


plaguy liar; however, as all faithful 
hiſtorians ought to endeavour to throw 
a true light on every paſſage, it is my 
duty to inſiſt on your turning back. 


Well, Madame, I grant I made a 
ſpecific promiſe in the beginning which 
I a little exceeded but then 1 
was better than my promiſe,- 
words, at leaſt, better.— Ye 


five 


immortals, what a change it would 
make here below, was every man five 
words better than his promile ! 


K 2 I ſay 


(nz) 


I ſay then, Madame, I only put a 
freſh ſpoke in my wheel, an auxiliary 
any man, after travelling five hungred 
leagues of rough road, has a right to 


put 1n,— if he is able 
and which I am, at all times, moſt ready 
to put into your Ladyſhip's — 
What a confounded twinge in my back ! 
Now your Ladyſhip's at the 
commencement of the fourteenth chap- 
ter, you will obſerve Le Fleur gone off in 
a tangent up to the ears and above them 
in ſecrets, and where the Nuce he can be 
all this time I cannot imagine- * 
pour faire accomoder la culote de Monfieur 
Remember my. profeſſion and 


gueſs what part. 


at. 


enz) 

Ot all Dame Nature's works I diflike 
moſt a double face, but as I would ſay 
a great deal, do more, and go the great- 
eſt lengths in the cauſe of humanity, it 
is my buſineſs, however ſhe may be 
here and there a little prejudiced, to 
keep myſelf in temper with her. 


Whenever I obſerve her windings, 
her twiſtings, her doublings with a 
face on this ſide purſed into the frowns 
of a Saracen, whilſt the other invites us 
with the inſidious ſmiles of a Syren, I 


produce my William and Mary 
turn it round and round, regard it on 
this ſide and on that, and, with an air of 
the utmoſt content, exclaim ; © As long 

K 3 6e as 
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ce as I continue thy maſter, tis all one 


e tome; for though thou doſt wear 


ce two faces, I can turn thee to as 
© much profit as the beſt ſhilling of 


« George the ſecond.” 


Le Fleur had preſented it to Jacque- 
nett, for darning my breeches. 


CHAP. XVI. 


. foul; 


- 


( us ) 
CHAP. XVI. 
The REPLY. 


HOSE, who like us, fearch to 
"0 inveſtigate the feelings of every 
to diſplay nature, and 

trace, 


(En 


trace, with exactitude, her very fainteſt 


lines of beauty; ſhould the ſtorms of 


adverſity have crooked or ſhortened 
ſame of them; muſt ſtill purſue her 
with the ardour of an inamorato, who 


explores the mutilated buſt, 


I was returning from the Campus 
Martius, when the lovely ducheſs of 
G 
me; at that moment I did not 
recollect her,------< Pray Sir,” faid I, 
to a perſon whoſe dreſs pronounced him 


ter, in a ſuperbiequipage, paſſed 


of my own country, © may I beg to 
ce be informed if you know that lady,” 
＋＋＋＋Foait and you may, 
anſwered the ſurly Hibernian, wheeling 

about 


( 17 ) 
about upon his heel, -He fol- 
lowed the carriage with his eyes; 


it turned into another ſtreet, he 
replaced his ſword and ſtalked on; 
I muſed a moment; Launcelot told me 
it was the reply churliſh ——————1 put 
my hand into my pocket, drew out 
my horn box, took a pinch of ſnuff, 
and bowed as he paſſed me. 
Thy mild ſpirit, courteous Father, at 
the inſtant breathed harmony inta every 
pulſe——- the Hibernian's counte- 


nance impreſſed me forcibly ;————I 
examined it again and again. 
ce Perhaps, ſaid I, © thy days of 
« ſorrow have been numberleſs ;- | 
te has thy Lucinda in ſome angry mo- 

| | ment 
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« ment, daſhed thy fond hopes and 
te turned them all to woe ?—Haſt thou 
<< been the "—_— of thy country's 


ce wrongs; the repeller of her 


© enemies; — — ſeeking in the 
dreadful breach the honourable re- 
« ward thou haſt merited ? Haſt 

© thou, when thine hand was ſtretched 
, forth to crop the budding honours | 
for thy creſt, haſt thou plucked the 


, 


ce flowers of diſappointment?ꝰ 


* 


c 


c 


Whate're thy cruel lot has been. 
would it were mine to Seon, as 5 yy 
it! | | | 
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The BLIND DOG. 


A Tranſlation. 


«Behold, cries the field-marſhab to 
«-his ſo, behold this ſhattered arm, 
I earned it in that battle, wherewith 
 <--as much genius as good-fortune, 1 
« lanched my ſtandard into the enemy's 
; i cc ranks; 
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* ranks; by this fortunate ſtratagem I 
cc rallied my left wing flying, in the 
C very moment the right in it's turn 
* began to ply; after prodigies of 
« yalour, the enemy was cut to pieces, 
wy I was then but major, and 
J remained major. My general, who, | 
ce one of the firſt, to preſerve his precious 
life, thought of flight, received a 
ce conſiderable penſion for this day's 
ce work, in which he had ſo nobly expoſ- 
ce ed himſelf at the head of an army 


c 


« aſtoniſhed at his courage. 
6“ In this battle where I fell from my 
« horſe, weltering in my blood, I was 
« made priſoner; ill cured of my 
« wound, in the exchange I was forgot- 
| ; « ten; 


( 121) 
* ten; at length indeed my tanſom 
te vas paid by myſelf— 


2 


<c Services of another kind have 
ce been otherwiſe recompenſed. After 
ce remaining thus in oblivion fifteen 
« long years, I have, at laſt, thou 
ce ſeeſt, obtained the diſtinguiſhed rank 


<« of field-marſhal———— fortune was 
ce in my debt,- —ſhe has repaid 
© me. Couldft thou ſuppoſe 


« the fickle goddeſs had acquitted her- 
« ſelf towards me, in preſenting me 
ce an occaſion to ſave the life of an 
* old blind dog, in the agonies of 

| L . ©« drowning? 


„ 
« drowning ? h -It was the favourite 
ce of the prime miniſter's miſtreſs — 


ce ] preſerved the cur's life — 
« and am field- marſhal. . 
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CHAP. XVII. 
At ROME. - 
The CEREMONIAL. 


or O,.“ faid Joon prog 
N « Pope, I would abolifh ſuc 


t abſurditics.” .. You might 


. « ag 
4 L 2 
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« as well,” cries Smelfungus, © at- 
<« tempt to aboliſh all the abſurdities 
« of the popiſh religion; twould em- 


« ploy a ſcore of ganganellics,” 


« How could I, my Eliza, imprint 
« the cordial kiſs of friendſhip on thy 
« lip, had mine been polluted by ire, 
« even that of an angel?” = = 
« No, Sir, I muſt beg leave to decline 


* this honour, — Pope Joan her- 
s ſelf ſhould not have tempted me ;” 


a propos of this right reverend 
Dignitary. It was once ſuppoſed 
ſhe was far advanced in a dropſy, a 
day was appointed to perform a certain 


chirurgical operation, when, lo, and 
behold, 1 No, 


( ws ) 

No, no, I'll proceed no further in 
propagating this ſcandal; if you are 
anxious, my dear Madame, to inveſtigate 
the concluſion, you will find it in 
if again theſe petites anecdotes are to 
your got, my friend Jobn Weſley will 
furniſh you with a thouſand ſucj 
which you. ought to give credit to. 
or if you want faith, you may be ſup. 
plied with half a dozen ounees from the 
ſame ſhop, on the moſt reaſonable 
terms. 


L 3 ADVER- 
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. ADVERTISEMENT. 


Leſt any malicious perſon might inſi- 
nuate I inherited the pagan ideas of 
my Daniſh anceſtors, I hereby declare 
my faith to be that of a true man and 


YORICK. 


After 


(6127 


After concluding my repaſt with a 
bottle of Florence, I walked once round 
St. Peter's. 


What are all the ſtately monuments 


of the dead, the laboured pany- 
geric, — the epitaph of uneven 
lines, —-whoſe ſmooth numbers 


flatter the living patron, and but too 
aften, Eugenius, tell us what men ſhould 
be; not what they have been; thou 
wilt often find duſt and aſhes as pure, 
covered with a plain ſlab, and like 
the Pyrenean Hermit, carved only with 
2.— ic jacet Lorenzo ! 


(mw 7 
On my return I learnt ke had been 
buried in his own little chapel; a frag- 
ment of pureſt marble blocked up the 
entrance. 


The graveſt philoſophers, the greateſt 
divines, all concur in the received 
opinion, viz. © When a man is dead, 
< there is an end of him, at leaſt in this 
« world; all the good or evil fo lately 
t in his power to diſpenſe, ceaſes: to 
* flow ;''———— yet, ſome how or other, 
father Lorenzo ſtill continues to hold an 
aſcendency over the minds of the ſur- 
rounding cottagersz td their innocent 
ſimplicity his aſhes are the guard. 

and is not this a good unlimited 
5 ſim ple, 


( 229 0 
ſimple, true, they are,- 
innocent. Where ignorance 
« is bliſs, tis folly to be wiſe.”. 


but——— 


May the mania of deep-read divinity 
never, happy. peaſants, ſeize on your 
prieſts ! 


O Providence, how infinite are my 
thoughts, and yet they reach not unto 
thee! . In the preſent, paſt and 
future thou art unbounded; thou art in 
every * and * 7 thing is in thee! 


The wind bloweth and.no man liſteth 
from whence it cometh, or whither it 


goeth. 


So, 


© 3 
So, O Providence, we feet thee, we 
reſpire thee, we follow thy diftates, 
and we know nc: from whence the voice 
floweth. 


O thou Inexplicable, point out to 
them whoſe hearts are perverted and 
harden'd, the paths which lead to hap- 
pineſs and tranquility; blot out from 
amongſt men that diſcordant ſpirit of 
diviſion, on ſubjects which thou thyſelf 
only canſt explain! | 


- 


CHAP, XVIII: 


is learned, he propoſes a ſyllogiſm, 
goes into the proof, eſtabliſnes his 
opinion; Aimenes diſſents 
diſcord ſounds the alarm. the diſ- 
putants arrange themſelves under the 
banners of their reſpective leaders. 
a furious war à Ia papillote enſues, — 
mitres, hoods, lawn-ſleeves and caſ- 
focks pell-mell ;-——one gets a bruiſe in 


his head, another a rap on the — 
ow 


0 1 
how chriſtian-like they bear it, 


N to ſnew thee and me, reader, the neareſt 
1 way to bliſs k—— | 


% What was the diſpute then?“ 
«© Whether Abel had his throat cut, or 
« his brains beat out with a billet.” — 

What fruit, think you Madame, your 
grandame Eve was tempted with? 
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| Page 6, Laſt line but one, for fallen ad fallen. 
— 8, Laſt line but two, for Sip of” care read 
leeve of care. 


— I, Laſt line, for werite read wverite. 
—, Line 7, and 27, Line 55 Condiltur 
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